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LVI
While Israel sits beneath, his fig,
With coral root and amber sprig
The wean'd adventurer sports ;
Where to the palm the jasmin cleaves,
For ADORATION 'mongst the leaves
The gale his peace reports.
LVII
Increasing days their reign exalt,
Nor in the pink and mottled vault
TV opposing spirits tilt;
And, by the coasting reader spied,
The silverlings and crusions glide
For ADORATION gilt.
LVIII
For ADORATION rip'ning canes
And cocoa's purest milk detains
The western pilgrim's staff ;
Where rain in clasping boughs inclos'd,
And vines with oranges dispos'd,
Embow'r the social laugh.
LIX
Now labour his reward receives,
For ADORATION counts his sheaves
To peace, her bounteous prince ;
The nectarine his strong tint imbibes,
And apples of ten thousand tribes,
And quick peculiar quince.